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Varg's POV 


Though he was only six years older, he had always taken care of me. He found me on my first day in Oslo, 
cold, tired and lost, with my guitar on my back. 


In my hometown, | was treated like a freak. No one understood me or my interests, not even my parents, 
whom | thought | could trust and confide my deepest secrets in When they found out | was gay they kicked 
me out mercilessly. | had worries about finding a new place to stay. 


But I'd been writing to a few guys in the city and one man, named Euronymous, held my interest. 


| have a record label, Deathlike Silence," he wrote. "If you'd like to send a demo tape I'll think about adding you 
to my label.” At the time | had no idea who he was, other than that he was in a band called Mayhem and 


owned said record label. 


| hurriedly wrote a letter to Euronymous: “They don't want me anymore because l'm gay.. | have no place to 


live.. Please help me." By the time he got the letter I'd be in Oslo. 


But as | approached the mailbox | had second thoughts about mailing it. Would Euronymous hate me too when 
he found out? | hoped he'd be more accepting than my parents were. This was my last chance. | put the letter 


in the slot and pushed it in. | couldn't take it back now. 


| caught the train to Oslo that night and fell asleep leaning on my backpack, dreaming a dreamless sleep. 


| stumbled off the train the next morning, hungry and bleary. Wandering around the town, | saw a restaurant 


advertising half-off breakfast. | felt in my pockets for money; | had just enough to buy some food for the day. 


After eating an egg and cheese sandwich | felt better. | was still a little heartbroken over how my parents had 
treated me. When | sat down to tell them, | knew they expected something else. Like "I passed all my classes" 
or "| got Mom a birthday present.” 


But no. | just had to tell them something incredibly important and extremely sensitive, and let me tell you, they 
were NOT prepared. My mother screamed, my father yelled, and 30 minutes later | was out of the house for 
good. And for IB years | thought they loved me! 


But oh well. If they couldn't accept me as | was, fuck them. Fuck them both with a rusty-nail studded stave up 
the arse. 
And so here | was in an unfamiliar city, looking for the address of a man | had only ever written to, hoping 


he'd take me in. But he seemed like a good guy. 


| had his address on the envelope, so all | had to do was find it. | asked people if they knew where the street 
was. It took a long time to find someone who could point me in that general direction. Several hours' walking 
later, | was too tired to continue. | walked into a crowded restaurant and with the last of my money ordered a 


glass of water and a sandwich, then sat down at the last unoccupied table and ate. 


A shortish man with long black hair walked in. His bullet belt made a glare in the evening light and | squinted 
my eyes in pain. 

He ordered something, then sat down on the opposite side of my table. | tried to avoid eye contact. | was broke 
and completely lost in a place I'd never been | needed help, but | didn't want to admit it. 


When | finished eating | wiped my mouth with the napkin and was about to get up and go - where, | didn't know 
- but | hesitated. | asked the man: 


"Do you know a guy named Euronymous?" 


He looked up from his meal and laughed. "I am Euronymous! And you're.. Varg, right?" | nodded. 
| wondered what you looked like!" He smiled. Then more seriously: "I got your letter.. l'm sorry." He patted my 
shoulder with a big hand and | felt better. At least he didn't recoil and run, as if | were some kind of monster 


for liking other men. 


"Do you have a place for me to stay?" | asked shyly. 
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Varg's POV 

Euronymous nodded. "Yep." 


We walked a few blocks and into the woods, revealing a small house that looked just like any other, except it 
was in the middle of nowhere. 


"You're shittin' me. You actually live here?" 


"Yes, this is my house," he said and unlocked the door. "I own Deathlike Silence Productions, but | still cant pay 
for a nice apartment" We had a laugh over that. He walked in and | followed. 


The walls were painted a dirty white and what furniture was inside was not in the best condition, but tolerable. 
It was cold as hell, even inside. | thought that since he owned a record label he might have better living 
conditions, but apparently not. 

There was only one actual bedroom in the house. The other ones were full of stuff for band practice and 
stuff for the record label. Euronymous let me sleep in a bed on the opposite side of the room from his. When 
he stepped out | undressed and put on some sweatpants. The chilly air made the hair on my arms stand up. 
The door behind me creaked open. Luckily | had my pants pulled all the way up! | turned around, surprised to 
see Euronymous carrying a space heater. He plugged it in and turned it on and the room was filled with a 
delicious warmth. 

| know your parents didn't give you a name as brutal as Euronymous," | said. "What's your real name?" 

He blushed and shook his head. 

"Come on, it can't be as bad as Kristian" 

"Oh god," he laughed. "So un-black metall" 


"So what's yours?" 


"Øystein Aarseth." He looked away and pulled back the blankets from his bed. 


"Not bad," | said. "Does ‘Count Grishnackh’ sound better than Varg?" 
"Yeah, it does. Sounds brutal” 

"Thanks, Øystein" 

"Don't call me that!" He feigned anger and moved to fake-punch my shoulder. 


"ØYSTEIN! ØYSTEIN!" | teased and | toppled off the side of the bed when he pulled me down to the floor and 
lightly punched me in the stomach. It tickled more than hurt and | started laughing. 


He chuckled when | landed on top of him and we wrestled, rolling over and over on the floor, each wanting 
control. But he was stronger and soon he had me pinned. | was trapped underneath this man, this gorgeous 
older man who sat across my hips and held both my wrists in one hand as he flicked the end of my nose with 
the other. | turned my head back and forth, trying to escape his hand. | was enjoying this.. yet somehow | 
wanted to get away. 


Fuck. Too late. His bare, pale chest was speckled with hair and | had the insane urge to lick it. Even though | 
tried not to think of him that way, | felt my erection grow and | prayed he wouldn't feel it. But | think he did. 


He looked down at me through a mop of black hair and grinned. "You're pretty nice-looking..Count.” 


"Well, thanks." | grinned and blushed. But | was just a shy virgin; | had no idea how to deal with admirers. Sure, 
plenty of girls had thought me cute, but they were girls they were expected to like me, and | was expected to 
find one to like back. 


The few friends | had back at home would comment on girls who passed by, point out their..obvious attributes 
and whistle and drool. But | never understood what they were on about: women's bodies were as non-sexual 
and mundane as mailboxes to me. | craved hair, muscle, a nice big cock to play with.. | glanced down at Euro's 


crotch, terribly close to mine, and felt my face flush as | wondered how big his was. 
And suddenly he leaned in and kissed me, not lingering at all, just kind of rushed, as if he wanted to do it at 
quickly as possible and leave me no doubts about his feelings. My lips burned and | blinked up at him with 


bewildered blue eyes. 


How had | gotten so lucky as to find another one like me? 
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Euro's POV 


The lithe young man beneath me grew red in the face. | hoped | hadn't offended him. But his lips looked so soft 
and juicy | had to see if they felt as good as they looked. And they did. 


"Again," he said and tugged weakly on the ends of my hair, trying to pull my face closer to his. 


| leaned down and kissed him again. The little creature wrapped his arms around my neck, responding 
enthusiastically. | nibbled his lower lip and his hands knotted in my hair. | hadn't expected him to be one to use 
tongue but he did. This kiss was different, warm and sloppy and wet, and | loved it. 


When | pulled away for air he was even more flushed. The warmth had spread from his cheeks down to his 


chest and his breath came in short gasps. Surprisingly he could still form words: 
"What are you doing?" he grinned. Asking even though he knew. 


Kissing you," | said matter-of-factly. At that moment | became fully aware of exactly how hard | was and | 
reached down my pants to adjust my erection to a more comfortable position | noticed Varg was doing the 
same. He bit his lip and closed his eyes as his hand moved beneath the fabric, and | shivered at the thought of 


what it must look like when he pleasured himself. 


| leaned back down over him on the floor and rubbed my thumb across his lips, cupping his face in my hand. 


"How old are you?" 
"Eighteen" He looked up at me with trusting eyes. How innocent, so young. | wanted to be his first, | wanted to 


make him shiver with pleasure, but at the same time | didn't want to go too fast and accidentally hurt him, or 


somehow screw up and make his first experience one he'd rather forget. 
| couldn't do this. 
| kissed him again and slowly sat up. "It's getting late. You should be headed for bed, young one." 


‘lm not that little!" Varg stuck his tongue out at me. "And.. you're just gonna leave me.. like this?" He stroked 
the large bulge in his pants and frowned. 


"You're eighteen, Varg." 
"So?" 
‘lm twenty-three." 


"So?" His voice grew strained and he slid his hand inside his pants. The image made me want to make love to 


him even more. | turned away and shook my head. 
"I can't do this to you. We literally just met.” 


He frowned even more and stood up, sliding under the covers of his new bed. | hoped | hadn't put him off me 


for good. 
"Maybe some other time. | don't want to rush into this." 


"| get it" He rolled over, turning his perfect pale back to me, and | flipped the light switch and went to bed 
myself. 


Damn it, | fucking wanted him. Even though | knew it was wrong. | knew he hadn't come to me just to get laid - 
he never knew what | even looked like until today. With this in mind, | tried to go to sleep. But right as | was 
about to slip beneath the surface, a soft moan caught my attention 


Oh no, he did not, | thought. 


But he was! He moaned a little louder and | heard fabric rustle rhythmically. He was jerking off not ten feet 
away, and hoping | would hear him. 


This young man was trying to seduce me. 


| didn't dare look. | didn't even move, hoping that maybe he'd see that | was asleep and not paying attention, and 
he'd stop. 


But he didn't stop. His moans reached a crescendo and turned into pants, and my cock began to stiffen again at 
the sound. | bit my pillow and started to stroke myself under the blankets, and | soon came, stifling my groans. 


Varg could play me like a game, | thought, but he forgets I'm not the "Easy" level.. 


4 


Euro's POV 
| wasn't going to let this go too far too soon | often blamed myself for the loss of my last lover, Pelle. Two 
weeks after we'd first met we had sex. And it was only after that, that his dark and depressed side began to 


show itself. 


Three years | knew him. Three years until the world overwhelmed him and he took his own life. It wasn't that 


he didn't care how much pain he would cause. He just wanted to end his own suffering. 

| loved him so. But he had serious problems. He would wake me in the middle of the night, shrieking about how 
there was some horrible creature under the bed, or that his blood was frozen in his veins, or that the voices 
were screaming at him again. Sometimes he wouldn't eat, sometimes he couldn't sleep. His arms were covered 
in scars. | wanted to help him. But nothing anyone could do worked. 

It confused me how a creature so beautiful, didn't want to live. 

He once begged me to die with him. As much as | loved him, | couldn't gather the strength to cut my wrists, 
even after he showed me how as he did his. | couldn't do it. The world still held happiness for me. But not for 
Pelle. 

He emptied his fear and anger in his lyrics. Writing a new song was one of the last things he'd ever do. And 
when he was gone Mayhem just wasn't the same without him, so we disbanded. But | kept the record label up 
and running, and even opened Helvete to distract myself from the pain. 

But this was not the time to reflect on days past. Varg and | sat in the basement. 


"So. You want to be on my label?" 


Varg nodded enthusiastically. He was really such a cute kid. Add some freckles and a decent tan and he'd look 


like one of those American heartthrobs you see on posters in teen magazines. 
‘I've heard your demos, but I've never seen you play." 

He looked down and blushed. "You want me to?" 

His guitar lay across his lap. 

"Yeah. Go ahead" | smiled. 


He cracked his knuckles, grabbed a pick from his pocket and began to play. | recognized it as ‘Jesu dad’, one of 


the songs from the demo he'd sent me. He played with raw power and speed. He needed no special effects to 
make it sound impressive. | sat back and enjoyed it. 


When the song was over Varg flipped his hair back and looked at me. If intense guitar playing made one appear 
exhausted, I'd never taken notice until now. 


"So?" 
"That was fucking amazing. You're on the label." 


He grinned. | could tell he wanted to jump for joy. And | was happy to see him happy. 
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Varg's POV 


| woke up before Øystein and headed to the bathroom for a shower. Right as | was stepping out, dripping wet, 
Øystein opened the door and immediately closed it again. 


"Oh god. I'm sorry." 


But | saw the flush that rushed to his cheeks and the glimmer of lust in his eyes. How long would it take, | 


wondered, before he would give in to his impulses? 


Euro spoke from outside the door. "I'm going to go to Helvete and work awhile. Will you watch the house? And 
don't let anyone in" 


"Sure." | dressed, then headed to the basement to play guitar. 


While he was gone | thought I'd do a little snooping around. He seemed like a fascinating and mysterious fellow, 
and his belongings might reveal more to me than he would. But | found nothing of interest, nothing out of the 
ordinary. Just letters to and from other black metal musicians in and out of Norway, various satanic books, 


food in the fridge, clothes in the closet. Normal stuff. 


| waited and waited for him to return, playing everything | could think of on my guitar. | even recorded a few 
songs and played them back, hearing my progress. I'd gotten much better at it. Eventually | went back upstairs 
and sat down on the couch in front of the TV. | turned it on, but couldn't find anything interesting. Too many 


biased news reports and vapid sitcoms. | turned it back off. 


| lay down across the couch. Man, it was warm in here. Too warm. The heat was on way too high. | looked 
around the room for a thermostat, but found none. Euronymous must love burning to death, | thought to 
myself and snickered. He looked like the human version of Satan anyhow.. long black hair, shortish in stature, 
not excessively muscled but stocky and strong. And sexy, too. 


| peeled off my shirt and lay it on the floor beside the couch, then reclined, stretching my arms behind my 
head. And soon | fell asleep. 


Author's Notes: 
) 
Euro's POV 


| returned from Helvete later that day and found Varg asleep. Poor thing, | thought. He must have been tired. 
Then | noticed that his shirt was off, exposing the skinny torso l'd touched last night.. 


No. | shouldn't be thinking of him like this. He was far too young for me, and- and I'd always thought | was 


(mostly) straight and we'd literally just met and he was so innocent, and what if someone found out? 

His tight jeans clung to his body. | couldn't help but let my gaze run over him once again, lingering at his 
crotch.. | shook my head to try to get rid of my dirty thoughts and headed into the kitchen to make some 
food. 

| came back out and nearly dropped my plate. He'd rolled over and now lay prone with his head laying in his 
crossed arms, dyed-black hair falling over the edge of the couch. The waistband of his jeans had slid down just 
the tiniest bit, and his hipbones were exposed. 


Without even thinking l'd set down my plate on the table and was about to cup his ass in my hands. | needed to 


touch him. His pale, broad back was flawless, and | wanted to leave scratches on it when we fucked- 
No, Bystein. Stop. Use your hand if you must, but let this poor young man be! 


| closed my eyes, biting my lip, and decided to wake him. | took a hold of his shoulder - how soft was his skin! 
- and shook him lightly. "Varg, wake up. It's lunchtime and you look hungry." 


"Go ‘way.." He swatted at me clumsily and buried his face back into the sofa cushion. 
"No, you need to wake up, c'mon," | urged and shook him harder. No response. "Get up or I'll tickle you!" 


His whole body jerked and he scrambled to get up. "No, please, anything but that- aah!" | grabbed his ribs and 


tickled him there and he convulsed in laughter as he squirmed to get away. 


"No.. stop, please, stop!" he cried after a few minutes, and | realized then that | had him pushed back on the 
table and | stood between his legs. His face was red from laughing, his hair was all messy and he looked so 


happy. He grinned up at me and | realized how close our bodies were. Just a few layers of fabric separated us. 


"Give me a kiss," he begged, puckering up. | let one of my hands stroke down the center of his chest. It was 


flecked lightly with soft, blonde hairs, accentuating his youth and the paleness of his skin Then | kissed him. 


| couldn't deny the attraction between us. | couldn't ignore the little ways he'd tried to get my attention, 
walking around in just a towel, glancing at me when he licked food from the corner of his mouth, fucking jerking 
off in the same room with me- nope, | wasn't going to let that go. 


No one had been so bold before. Not even the girls who flocked to me for my influence in the black metal 
scene. They were all the same. This guy was something different, something refreshing and new. There had to 
be some reason for his determination... 
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Varg pulled me closer, pushing his crotch against mine. | tried not to think about the layers of fabric and the 
warmth and softness, but it was too late, too late, | couldn't turn him away, | needed this. Needed him. 


| traced my tongue along his lips and he opened his mouth, letting me in. | slid my hands under him and lifted 
him easily, sitting back on the couch to rest him in my lap. Too soon to squeeze his ass. Too soon to blatantly 


reach into his pants. But | wanted to so badly. 


| let my hands slide down to his hips, tugging his body nearer to me. His legs were folded on either side of me 
and | ran my hand over one, feeling his wiry but muscular build. His arms were thrown around my neck and 
his tongue twined with mine. | began to nibble and bite his full bottom lip. He moaned, and when | let go he 


moved his mouth to my neck and bit down, hard. 


| gasped in pain, but his warm, wet tongue slid over the wound he'd made and the stinging actually.. sort of 
felt good. It reminded me of how Pelle used to do the same thing. My cock throbbed when | thought of how his 
mouth would feel in other places. My pants were tight to begin with and now they were unbearable. | gently 
pushed Varg back a little and reached down to unzip my pants. Maybe when he saw how horny | was, he'd 


realize what he was in for and stop... or he'd grow even more enthusiastic. 
His eyes glanced down to my cock, then back up to my eyes and he smiled deviously. "Do that to me now" 
My lust clouded mind took a few seconds to realize what he meant. "| don't want to hurt you, though." 

"You won't" He pushed his hair out of the way, exposing his smooth pale neck "Come on, Bystein. Bite me" 
And | bit him with all my strength, reveling in his gasp of pain and pleasure. | tasted his blood on my tongue, 
and licked it away. It was so sweet and yet salty at the same 


time. He awakened urges | didn't know | had. 


When I'd had my fill | sucked at the wound to stop the bleeding. He was smiling and | thought | saw the 


shimmer of amber in his blue eyes. But | looked again, and it was gone. 


"You've gone too far this time, Varg," | gasped, easing him off my lap. He dropped to his knees before me and | 
pushed his head towards my cock. "Please." 


He gave me a flirty grin. "Do | have to?" 
"Unless you want me to go in dry." Shit, | was surprising myself with my words now. "Just don't bite." 
| won't" He smiled up at me and held my cock in one hand. His thumb rubbed my tip and it began to weep. 


"C'mon, please." The kid had me begging. But not for long. He kissed the tip, then ran his tongue around the 
head. | nearly came right then, seeing his mouth around my dick. He looked me in the eyes and sucked gently. 


"Feels so good..." 


And he bobbed his head down suddenly, taking me deeper so the tip of my cock hit the roof of his mouth. He 
did it again and again, and soon | felt a tingling warmth. "Ah, fuck Fuck, Varg, don't stop-" 


And | grabbed the back of his head and fucked his mouth. He moved with my rhythm, letting me nearly go into 


his throat, and | came. It was so intense. 
He pulled away and swallowed, smiling. "Aw, Øystein, you're still hard." 


"You know why." | picked him up and put him in my lap again. "Time to let me fuck you." 
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Euro's POV 


| slid Varg's pants down over his hips. His own cock stood up straight against a shock of dark blonde hair. | put 
on a mock surprised look. "So the carpet don't match the drapes?" 


He only smirked and pushed my shirt up. "What about yours?" 


"Nope, mine don't match either." | pulled off my shirt and threw it to the floor. "I'm actually blonde." He kissed 
me again and | reciprocated, pulling his pants from around his ankles. They too went to the floor. He now sat 
naked over my lap, smooth and warm, and | cupped his ass in my palms and squeezed. His hands rested on my 


chest and he whimpered. The confidence of just minutes ago was gone. 


"IFs okay," | reassured him. "I'll be gentle, | promise." | kissed his forehead and lifted his hips so that the tip of 
my throbbing cock, still wet with his saliva, rested against his entrance. 


"'ve never done this before," he whispered. 


"| know." | kissed him, quieting his worries, and thrust into him. | wasn't very far in, just the tip, when Varg 


broke the kiss, threw his head back and gritted his teeth, groaning. 
"Shhh." | kissed him again and pushed in further. "Take deep breaths." 


He obeyed and buried his face between my neck and shoulder, and when his gasps of pain subsided, | started to 
move. Slow and easy. | grabbed his cock and jerked him off, slowly. He let out little whines of pain and pleasure, 
and | kissed his neck. 


| thrust deeper, all the way in now, and he moaned. He rocked back and forth on me. "Is it good?" | asked. He 
nodded and | went faster. He felt amazing. The silky smooth walls of his ass around me, the tightness, his 
noises of approval, the way his soft hair brushed against my face.. the smell of his skin, the taste of his lips... 


Fuck. | was gonna cum. 


"You can cum inside me," Varg said with a seductive smile, and even though | was terribly close to orgasm | 
didn't want to. | couldn't stand the thought of.. defiling him like this. Try as | might | couldn't pull out, couldn't 


push him off me; he had me here, pinned down against the couch. It was too late. 


| shot my hot load inside the sexy teen, growling and biting at his neck. With my other hand | stroked his cock 
until it spasmed and he released his cum onto my stomach and chest. He lay down against me and | went soft 
inside him. His heavy breathing tickled my skin and | lifted my head to look at him. His eyes were closed and his 


cheeks had a healthy glow. Content, spent and tired, he was curled in my lap, with my arms around him. 
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Euro's POV 

| stroked his soft black hair. Such a beautiful boy. | gave him a gentle kiss on the lips and picked him up, 
carrying him upstairs. My unbuttoned pants slowly slipped down a little as | walked. | felt that | was in love 
with him. 


Varg stirred and opened his eyes. "Hey... Put me down" 


| laughed and set him down, but as soon as | relinquished support of his weight his legs collapsed beneath him. | 
grabbed a hold of him under his arms. "You okay?" 


"No... Can't walk." He frowned. | helped him to the bed and lay down next to him, hugging him close. 

"Was it good?" 

He nodded through his discomfort. "Hurts, though." His eyes shimmered with agony and | felt sorry for him. | 
almost wished | hadn't had sex with him, and likely wouldn't have if I'd known it would cause him that much 
pain. 

tll be alright" | kissed his forehead, as it seemed to comfort him, and rolled over so his head rested on my 
naked chest. "It gets better the more you do it" | still had my jeans on, but they were bunched around my 
thighs. | wriggled and kicked them off. | wasn't sure how or why this had happened. All | knew was that it just 
felt right. 

"Øystein, honey?" 

He called me honey! "Yeah?" 

"Thank you." 


"For what? The lovemaking or the place to stay?" 


"Both. l-" he paused, searching for words- "I want you to know that I'm grateful for all you've done for me." 
He blushed and looked down. "I mean, | honestly would do anything... 


Wait. What was this kid saying? He'd offered his body to me in exchange for common hospitality? He was a 
hooker? | had feelings for him already, what the hell was he trying to do?! 


"What the fuck?" 


His eyes widened. "I didn't mean it like that, | just-" 
"Get out! Get the fuck out!" 


His face crumpled and he let out a pained cry as he stood up quickly. He scampered out of the room, hands 
over his face, long hair fluttering behind him. 


| rested my chin on my hand, contemplating what to do with the kid. What had | gotten myself into this time? 
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Varg's POV 

| rushed out of the room, trying to hide my tears. | thought I'd found someone | could trust. But my mouth 
got me in trouble again My words had been misinterpreted, but | somehow believed it was all my fault. 
Nobody understood me! 

On the way downstairs | was in so much haste that | slipped and fell, hitting my back against the steps. It hurt 
deeply, but not as much as the knowledge that Øystein now thought | was using him. | struggled to my feet 
and picked up my pants and shirt from the floor by the couch and put them on. 


I'd just lost my virginity, then fucked everything up without even trying. Way to go Varg. IB and still making 


idiot decisions. 
If Øystein kicked me out now, I'd have nowhere to go. My parents didn't love me anymore, my friends had all 


slowly abandoned me, and | didn't know who to trust. My back hurt and | was certain | could feel a bruise 


starting to form. | curled up into a ball on the couch, pulled the throw over myself and cried until | fell asleep. 
Hours later Øystein came downstairs and woke me. "Varg? Varg, are you okay?" His hand on my shoulder. 
Sullenly | rolled over to face the back of the couch. 

‘lm sorry. l.. | lost my temper." 

| ignored him. 

"Please talk to me." Now he sounded legitimately sad. 


| turned to face him. "What?" | tried to be detached about this and not cry, but it was too late. The tears still 


flowed down my cheeks. 


"I didn't mean it. | misinterpreted what you said." He knelt down next to the couch and his hands cupped my 
face. He wiped away a tear with his thumb. "Don't cry." 


| sat up and hugged him. His arms wrapped around me, but when he touched a spot on my back | winced. Ever 


observant, he asked: "Something wrong?" 
"Yeah." | lifted my shirt. "Have a look" 


"My god, that's a huge bruise. What happened?" 


"When you told me to get out.. | ran down the stairs and slipped and fell” 


Øysteins face crumpled. "I'm so sorry. | didn't mean to hurt you." He pushed up the back of my shirt farther 
and rubbed the sore spot, then bent to kiss it. "It's just... I've loved other people, and they all left me 


eventually." 


‘I'm not going anywhere." | lay my head on his shoulder. "Promise you'll take care of me?" 


"| promise." 


Euro's POV 


The next morning | felt a warm body next to mine under the covers. | rubbed my eyes and rolled over, not 


quite remembering who it could be. But when | saw Varg's sweet face, eyes closed in sleep, | grinned. 
| recalled my promise to always take care of him, and pulled the blanket over his bare shoulder. He apparently 


hadn't dyed his hair in a while. Brown roots showed at his crown and | kissed him there, then got up and made 


breakfast. 


Just as I'd finished pouring two glasses of orange juice | heard a moan from upstairs. Then it evolved into a 


helpless scream. | dropped everything and ran up the stairs to see what was the matter. 


Varg thrashed about in bed, flailing his limbs as if trying to get away from something that threatened him.. or 


someone. Tears coursed down his face and his eyes were closed. Maybe he was dreaming. 
| grabbed his shoulders and shook him. "Varg, it's okay. Wake up." 


He opened his eyes and looked down at himself, then back to me with visible relief, and threw his arms around 


my neck. "Oh Øystein! Oh my god!" 
"What is it? What happened?" 
"| dreamed.. | dreamed my parents were burning me at the stake." 


That sentence hit my heart. | didn't understand why Varg's parents had been so cruel to him. They at least 
should have felt honored that he trusted them. And from what Varg had told me, they would not hesitate to 
punish him further. 


"| fucked another man. they always told me it was a terrible sin, and now I'm scared, | don't know what to dol” 


he cried. 


Its not a sin There are no sins." | quieted him with a kiss on his trembling lips. Varg lifted his hands to his 


face. 


| saw the burns and the blood; it felt so real. They don't love me." Varg leaned his head forward into my 
chest and | embraced him. The part in his long hair stood out in the dim light. "They never did! They wanted 
me to be their perfect little angel but | couldn't do it! | wanted to please them but it just wasn't me!" 


"That life was not meant for you," | reminded him. "They disapproved of things you cannot change. And loving 


someone, no matter their gender, is okay." 


Varg's little body trembled and | hugged him tighter. "I wanted to live up to their ideals. | really did” 

‘Its okay." | kissed the top of his head. "They're not in your life anymore. You don't have to worry about what 
irrelevant people think" He looked up at me and | kissed him again. "And they're never going to hurt you. Over 
my dead body will they lay a hand on you." 


Varg snuggled into my arms. "I love you, Øystein" 


"I love you too. Now get some clothes on and come downstairs. Got a surprise for you." 
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Varg's POV 


| put on a shirt and jeans and headed down to the kitchen. The sweet smell of waffles and syrup greeted me 
and | grinned. | took a few and put them on my plate. 


"Don't take too many. They're more filling than they look," Øystein said. He put a few on his plate and sat down 


next to me. 

Before | knew it I'd eaten all of mine and washed them down with orange juice, and he was right. They were 
quite filling. My fingers were sticky with syrup and | licked them clean. | leaned back in my chair and stifled a 
burp. 

"Good?" he asked. 

"Mmhm.-" 

"Damn, you eat fast.” 


"| know," | laughed. His sock feet touched mine under the table and | pressed them together. 


He smiled at me and stuck another waffle with his fork and ate it. td forgotten my nightmares. Øystein made 


me feel so safe and cherished 
When he was done he put our dishes in the sink. "Now let's see how that bruise of yours is." 


| remembered the ache in my lower back and stood up slowly. He led me to the couch and | lay down on my 


stomach as he pushed up my shirt 
Dystein's strong hands caressed my sore flesh. He rubbed the bruise gently but firmly. "Does that hurt?" 

"A little bit" | admitted "Feels really good though: 

He kept going, massaging all around it, and when | was completely relaxed, he stopped and kissed the back of my 


neck. | felt as if my body was sinking into the couch. The pain in my back was originally only dull, but now it 


was almost gone. 


"Varg?" 
"Hm?" 
"Shall | cuddle with you?" He lay down on the couch next to me. 


"Sure." 


Øystein wrapped his arms around my waist so that we were spooning. He kissed my neck, right behind my ear, 


then licked the lobe. | became quite hard within seconds. 


"Oh god, Øystein." 


